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though it is impossible to imagine what evil technical process
can have been responsible for these seven-armed goddesses,
with inflated multiple limbs and naked except for the mitres
they were wearing on their heads, who pirouetted ungracefully
on lotuses, while they displayed their Cambridge-blue charms
and handed objects of an equivocal nature to elephants smaller
than themselves and coloured like blush-roses. . . . For a day
or two Sickert was fascinated by these, but then, tiring of them,
he caused them to be framed, and brought them round to
Swan Walk. Indeed, they had composed that brown paper
parcel which we saw under his arm as he stood in the sunlight
of that spring evening, and he had given them to my brother
and myself, with the words, " These may help you to keep
straight in your ideals of female beauty ".
Other guests would begin now to arrive, and, tearing himself
away from the Haselden drawing out of the Daily Mirror, or
from whatever might constitute the particular favourite of the
moment, he would go to greet them. Often I would meet at
these breakfast-parties Nina Hamnett, Alvaro Guevara, W. H.
Davies and Aldous Huxley. . . . Our host would make us sit
down at the table, and would hurry round with breakfast, a
plate with an egg on it for each of us. Owing to the amount
of cooking, serving and pouring out that he was forced to do,
he had not always at this hour so much leisure for conversation
as his guests would have liked. His talk resembled most good
talk in that it contained in its web certain invariable strands,
certain immutable monuments that could be invoked for pur-
poses of reference, allusion, comparison and simile, and that also
supplied him with an established standard. The Tichborne
Case and the mystery of Jack the Ripper constituted two such
monuments.
The first, which had come into the headlines when Sickert
had been a boy of eleven, had always maintained its interest
for him; a special interest, due to the fact that he believed the
rejected claimant, who had come back out of the sea, to have
been the rightful heir. ... As for the second, apart from the
intrinsic and abiding horror of that extraordinary series of
crimes, it interested him because he thought he knew the
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